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Til The End OF Time 


"Baby?" 


Leaning against the kitchen sink, David sighed and playfully rolled his eyes. He could hear the other man 
shuffling through their now-too-big house, his footsteps physically slow rather than calculated. 


"Sweetcheeks? Where are you?" 


They'd been married for nearly thirty years. Thirty blissful and happy years. Over that time they'd seen one 
another change. David had mostly kept his slim form while Dave, thanks to his love of barbecue, had filled out 
delightfully. He had a belly that David loved burying his face in and long waves of silver hair. His beard had also 


turned a gorgeous shade of silver that made David go weak at the knees. 


The one thing that hadn't changed was Dave's eyes. They still held the same impish sparkle as when they'd 
first met. His smile was also the same, forever turning up into a wide, happy, million watt grin. Deep down, 
Dave was still the spunky, sassy guy that David originally fallen in love. And the one thing, other than music 
and food, that made him smile like that was David. 


"Darlin. | need you. Need you bad." 


David couldn't help but chuckle to himself. He didn't particularly want to give himself away, not when he was 
baking. Cookies and cakes were Dave's weakness and David would be chained to the kitchen for the next twelve 
hours if Dave wandered in now. Cleaning his hands of flour, he slowly walked across the kitchen and leaned 


against the door frame. 


Dave was wandering the long, wood-paved hallway that pretty much neatly divided their house. There was the 
kitchen and dining room on one side and lounges and other rooms on the other. Bedrooms were up the sweeping 
staircase. Nestled beneath the stairs was the wine cellar, one of Dave's little nooks for when people came for 


dinner. 


The younger man was peering in rooms as he passed them, squinting as he did. As always, he wasn't wearing 


his glasses, something that David bugged him about on a daily basis. 
‘Oh, where are you, my little Cupcake?" 


Stepping back into the kitchen, David picked up a pair of Dave's glasses before walking out into the hallway. His 
heart filled with joy as he watched a clearly confused Dave stop and look into a lounge. He was obviously now 
under the belief that David was either fucking with him or had packed his bags and left. David packing up and 
leaving was something that Dave had spent many years worrying about. Now in the twilight of their lives, he 
finally realised that David didn't have the energy, nor the motivation, nor a good enough reason to leave. Dave 
may have still been a literal pain in the ass and as boyish as he'd always been but they weren't reasons for 


David to divorce him. 


Both of them had abused their bodies over the years and were feeling the effects of having been on the road 
for the vast majority of their lives. They may have ached and taken Advil like it was going out of fashion but 
they were, still, happily in love. David was proud to say that their sex life, while it may have been slower, was 


still as hot and as spicy as when they'd first met. 
‘lm here, my sweetheart," he murmured. 


The younger man swung around, his silver hair in stark contrast to the black wife-beater that he wore. His 


face lit up in a smile and he smelled of smoke and barbecue sauce. 

"There you are!" 

David's smile was as wide as the sun as he gently slipped Dave's glasses onto his nose. The other man blinked a 
few times before he focused back on David. His smile softened and he reached out to pull David into a hug. A 
hug that David was only too happy to fall into. He wound his arms around Dave's neck and let his head rest on 


the other man's shoulder. 


"| love you," he whispered. "Love you so, so much." 


Dave's arms were tight around his waist. "Love you, too." David couldn't help but roll his eyes when one hand 


slid down to squeeze his ass. "Love your ass, too." 


| know you love my ass." David chuckled. His lips whispered against Dave's ear and the other man moaned 
against him. "So why don't we have dinner - | assume it's dinner as you smell of barbecue - and you can show 


my ass how much you love it?" 


The other man's arm tightened around his waist and his fingers dug into the soft flesh of David's ass. "I'd love 
to. Love to do it all night long.” 


David knew his face was a picture as he pulled back and gave Dave a long, lingering kiss that was full of 
promises. His hands stroked over Dave's hair and tangling in the ends, lifting and caressing it before letting it 
fall once more. It didn't matter how old they were, nor how many miles they travelled, wherever they were 


together was home. 


Finally he pulled away and stared into Dave's endless eyes. How many times had he lost himself in their depths? 


Every day and every night since they'd fallen in love. 
"You go and finish up dinner and l'll go and finish in the kitchen and come and meet you outside, okay?" 


Dave's expression was so gentle and so earnest that David couldn't help but lean in and give him another kiss. 
Every time he saw, or touched, Dave his heart exploded with happiness. And, in a few short days, he'd see the 
love of his life on stage once more. While he'd retired from the limelight a decade previously to focus on his 
coffee and baking businesses, Dave was still, by some crazy act of God, still managing to get on stage and play, 
even if it was only the occasional show here and there. And people loved him for it. But none of them loved 
him as much as the man who'd stood at the side of so many Foo Fighters shows with a soft, loving smile on 


his lips. 
"See you in a minute, Gorgeous," Dave whispered. 
David smiled and gave the younger man's lower lip a gentle nibble. "I'll see you in a minute." 


It took them a moment to untangle themselves. Being apart, even in their own home, could sometimes feel 


painful and David felt pang in his gut as he watched Dave turn and walk away. 

"Hey, sweetheart," he softly called 

Dave stopped at the door and, with one hand on the frame, turned to look at him. With his glasses propped on 
his nose, his soft eyes, and his hair curling down his back, he looked beautiful in the afternoon sun, the vision 


of a man who aged gracefully. 


David smiled warmly. "IIl love you ‘til the end of time." 


Dave slumped a little and the heart-warming smile that David loved so much tugged at his lips. "I'll love you ‘til 
the end of time, too, Buttercup." 


